Thehijtory 

P and. Do you hecre my Lord, do you hcere. 

Troy/. What now ? 

P and. Heer s a letter come from yond poore «irle. 

Tray. Let me read, 

P and. A whorfon tifick , a whorfon rafcally tifick f 0 
troubles me,and the foolifh fortune of this girle, and what 
one thing, what another, that I fhall leaue you one ath’s 
dayes : and I haue a rheume in mine eyes too , and fuch an 
ache in my bones, that vnlefle a man were curft I cannot 
tell what to thinke on't.What fayes fhe there ? 

Troy. Words,words,meere words, no matter fro the heart 
Th’effedi doth operate another way. 

Go windc to winde,there turne and change together ; 

My loue with words and errors ftill fhe feedes, ° 

But edifies another with her deedes. Exeunt* 

Enter 1 herjites : excurjtons, 

Tberfi. Now they are clapper-clawing one another: lie, 
go looke on, that drflembling abhominable vailet Diomede 
has go: that fame fcuruie dooting; foolifh knaues fleeueof 
Troy there in his helme, I would faine fee them meete.that 
that lame young Troyan afle that loues the whore there, 
might lend that Greekifh whore-mafterly villaine with the 
flceue,back to the diflembling luxurious drabbe of a fleeue- 
lefle arrant. Ath’ tothcr fide, the pollicic of thofe craftie 
fwearing raskallsj that ftale old Moufe-eaten drye cheefe 
Nejlor: and that fame dogge-foxe ZHiJfes , is notproou’d 
worth a Black-berry. They fet mee vp in pollicie , that 
mongrill curre *Aiax , againft that dogge of as bad a 
kinde Achilles. And now is the curre Aiax, prouder then 
the curre Achilles, and will net arme to day. Where-vpon 
the Grecians began ro proclaime barbarifme , and pollicie 
growes into an ill opinion.Sofi: here comes fleeue & tocher, 

Troy. Flyenot.for fhouldft thou take the riuerStix, I 
would fwim after, 

Diofbed. Thou dooft mifcall retire, 

I doe not fhe,but aduantagious care, 

Vyfith-drew me from the dels of multitude, haue at thee? 
ItW.Hold thy whore Grecian: now for thy whore Troian, . 
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of Troylns andCrefeida. 

Now the fleeue, now the fleeue. 

Enter Hector* 

Hctl.W hat art Greeke,avt thou for Hettors match. 

A"t thou of bloud and honour. 

her. No, no , lam arafcall.afcuruy raylingknaue,a v ly 
filthy roaguc. 

rZf God! mercy, that thou wilt beleeue me,buta pbgue 

breake thy neck »■ for frighting merwhats become ot the 

wenching roagues? I thinke they haue fwahowe d one a 
ther. I would laugh at that miracle — - y etm * ° y 

cates it felfCjile feeke them. 

Enter' Diowtdana SeYtitwt. 

Bio. Goe go, my feruant take thou Troytes horfo, 

Prefent the faire ftecd to my Lady fteflid. 

Fellow commend my feruiccto her beauty: 

CM an. I goe my Lord; 

Jca . Rcnew,rene w,thc fierce PoMamxf, 

Hath beate downe Menem baftard Mar garden. 

Hath D ore us prifoner. 

And ftands (oloffus wife wauinghis beame, 

Vpon the pafhed corfes of the Kings; 

8 p: fir opus and ftdttt , P elixines is flame, 

. Amphimactu and T hous deadly hurt, 

Patrodus cane or flaine,an dPalatnedes 
So re hurc an d bruifed,the dreadfull Sagittary. 

Appalls our mmi5'ers,ha{l we Tdomea, 

To re-cnforcement or we perifh all. 

Enter Nejlor. • . 

Nell: Go beare P atredus body to iHchd es. 

And bid che fnafl-pac’t nAtax arme or ^:ame 3 . 

There is a thousand Hedors m the he d: 

Now here he fights on Galathd hr* horie, ■ 

And there lacks' worke^nort he s there : afoote 
And there they flie or die, like icanngfcuUs 
Before the belching Whalemen rs be yonder. 
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